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PROLOGUE 


Written for the Re- opening of the Theatre 


at Brandenbourgh Houſe, after it was em- 
 belliſhed and enlarged in the Near 1795. 


The Curtain riſing, diſcovers a Temple, dedicated to 
the God of Taſte, ful! of Prieſts and Yotaries 
an Altar in the Center. 


4 Soft and ſolemn Muſic is heard, and the great 
Prieſteſs, attended by four young Women, two of 


which are Veſtals, approaches the Altar, and 
| bowing, ſpeaks. 


Ys» ſacred miniſters of ſenſe and truth, 


And, ye fair votaries ſo chaſte and pure, 


That with unſullied graceful hands oft deck 
With many a fragrant wreath this altar ; 
e i Wi en 


To 


„ 
To what J ſhall relate, attend with care, 
That with redoubled fire, our holy rites 
This night may be perform'd; my aching heart 
Longs to behold, on Zephyr's perfum'd wings, 
Our juſt petition wafted through the clouds, 
That it may reach our God, the God of T aſte; 
Who ſits perchance beyond groſs mortals reach 
And looks diſdainfully on carth 3 
Whoſe ſons, whoſe wayward ſons, 
With noiſe and nonſenſe pleas'd, have driv'n 
The lovely God from all thoſe. haunts, 
Which, by his preſence grac'd, were oft our own. 
But now, alas ! where are his footſteps ſeen ? 
Where are the traces of the God of Taſte ? 
Diſmay'd, from Gallia's bloody plains he fled, 
His roſy pinions drench'd in human gore: 5 
Plutus uſurps his ſway in this fair ifle. 
In northern climes, tis icy Boreas reigns, 
And fiercely calls for groſſer, ruder joys. 
In ſouthern regions, careleſs Sloth prevails, 
And all the great, but mould'ring works of art 
Lie ſadly ſcatter'd here and there, to prove 


How 


„ 


How much the God of Taſte was once ador'd, 
And now how little he is ſought or known. 


Kneels. 


O lovely Deity, whoſe choiceſt gifts 

Have been our conſtant aim, our daily care; 
Here, in thy conſecrated temple ; here, 

We hope to find thy long-loſt lovelineſs : 

Come with auſpicious, with benignant ſmiles, 
With love, with dimpled pleaſures in thy train : 
By thee deſerted, wretched mortals muſt 
Become a ſavage and unhappy race: 

In pity to mankind, return once more, 


Smile on thy votaries and grace this land, 


Prieſts and Priefteſſes ſing, 


Hail, great Omnipotence, 
So graceful, pure and chaſte, 
Whole rites are Truth and Senſe, 
Hail! lovely God of Taſte! 
A 2 Riſe, 


„ 
Rife, perfum'd incenſe, riſe, 
To reach his native ſkies : 
Hear, O hear, our pray'rs, 


Soften all our cares. 


_ Great Prieſteſs fings alone. 
O deity, we lowly bend ; 
Thou, who art our only friend,, 
Give to our hopes, O give 
Some token of thy grace: 


Bid us once more live, 


And ſanctify this place. 
Chorus as before. 
Thunder and lightning. 


Jzarousy attended by the Furies, riſes from the in- 
fernal regions, diſturbs the rites, and finally puts to 
flight the Prieſteſs and votaries; the Furies withhold 
the great Prieſt from nent the altar, which 


Jealouſz deſtroys. 


The curtain drops. 
End of Part the firſt. 
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THE SECOND PART. 


A gloomy wood, with a large decayed trunk 
of an oak. 


Great Prieſteſs enters diſhevelled, and in the greateſt 
deſpair, and faints in the arms of her attendants, 


When fhe recovers, the youngeſt Veſtal, kneeling, 
takes her hand, and ſays, 


O THOU fair excellence, our ſole ſupport, 
Ah let not grief, like a rude whirlwind, bear 
Far from thy gentle mind our ſole reſource, 
That wonted fortitude, which conſtitutes 
Our laſt and only hope: O ſpeak once more; 
O ſpeak, and tell us how our grateful care 


May mitigate thy grief. 


Second Veſtal. 


O heav'n, can we, 
Can we behold thee from our altars fled, 


| An 


. 1 
And all our graceful rites thus overthrown, 

And not attend thy trembling ſteps? O ſay, 
Why haſt thou flown to gloomy ſhades like theſe, 

Where ſcarcely gleams Apollo's brilliant rays. 
Did ſolitude, and darkneſs e'er invite | 
The lovely God to waſte his ſweetneſs here ? 


Great Prieſteſs. 


Here, in this deep receſs, this hallow'd trunk, 
An oracle, a ſacred oracle, 

| Whoſe truth whole centuries have teſtified, 
Will let us know our fate, and tell us where 
The God of Taſte is fled; and if we ever may 
Enjoy his preſence, or reſtore his rites. 


Great Prieſteſs and attendants ing. 


Tell, O tell us, ſacred pow'r, 
Where our lovely God is flown; 
In this gloomy diſmal hour, 5 
All our rites are overthrown. 


The 
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The Oracle from the hollow trunk anſwers. 


In Albion's ifle, on th' ever verdant banks 
Of old majeſtic Thames, exiſts a ſpot 
Where playful fancy courts the Godhead's ſmile : 


He's there, and there alone he can be found. 


Great Prieſteſs anſwers. 


On Thames's verdant banks, O let us haſte 3 
And trace his footſteps on thoſe happy ſhores, 
Where lawful Liberty protects the God, 

And ſaves his votaries from ſlavery, 

From prejudice, from ſuperſtition 8 gloom; , 

From all thoſe checks, which, on all other ſhores, 
Retard his footſteps, and impede his flight : 

And, ſhould we find him there, O let us court 
'The lovely deity with all the arts ; 

But moſt with harmony, bedeck'd with ſmiles, 
Such as adorn the Britiſh Virgin's cheek ; 

Where mildneſs, love, and ſoften'd paſſions fit, 
En- 


4 
Endimpled deeply in the bluſhing roſe, 
The native Engliſh roſe, which ſhall, I truſt, 
Bewitch the God to fix his wand'ring ſteps, 
And on thoſe banks remain; that there alone, 


Yes, only there, he ever may be found. 


Exeuut omnes. 


| Scene changes to the banks of the TAuEs. 
Enter the Great Priefleſs and all the attendants. 


Here is the well-known ſpot, where many a bard 
Has oft, and ſweetly ſung in ſtrains divine, | 

Of arts, of ſcience, and of pureſt love, 

Strains which, beyond our feeble meaſures call'd 
With irrefiſtleſs pow'r, the lovely God, 

To grace and animate this ſcene : but hark, 


Melodious ſounds beſpeak the God's approach. 


The 


„ 
1 The God deſcends in a cloud. 
Speaking to the Prieſteſs. 
Swift through the azure ſky 
Thy ſoft requeſt 
Has reach'd and mollified 
My raging breaſt, 
That heaves indignant at the vulgar throng 
That oft debaſes thy harmonious ſong, 


While from thy downcaſt eyes, the flowing tears 
Fall, chryſtal witneſſes of graceful fears, 
I ſwear by Love himſelf, that from this night, 
Theſe banks become my care, my chief delight : 
Then, hail each riſing ſun with ſports as new, 
As freſh, as grateful as the morning dew, 

Attune the lyre, invoke each darling art; 

The Mules led by thee ſhall reach the heart, 

The harden'd human heart, which gold or pride 
To taſte and ſcience an acceſs denied. 


B OO Priefiefs.. 
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Prieſteſs. 


But if Ambition's monſter wildly rears 
His horrid form, array'd in blood and ſcars, 


The God. 


O chaſe the fiend from hence with dance and ſong ; 
Tell him to gloomy courts his deeds belong. 


Prieſteſs. 


Should ſorrowing injur'd beauty e'er this way 
From perjur'd vows, and man perfidious, ſtray. 


The God. 


O take the drooping beauty to thy arms, 

And with thy art divine reſtore her charms ; 

On tortur'd minds relief t impart; O haſte 3 

The God of Comfort is the God of Taſte. 
Here ſhall be only ſeen great Nature's hand, 

That has unſparingly in this fair land, 

Beſtow'd on honeſt Britons for their toil, 

The faireſt beauties, natives of this iſle; 


Mean- 


1 


Meanwhile, a laurel wreath I will prepare, 

To crown the choiceſt work of this night's care: 
Begin the ſacrifice, diſplay our arts; 

Let Taſte remain enthron'd in Britiſh hearts, 


Chorus of Prieſts and Votaries. 


While yet ſtern Winter's frigid hand, 
Retards ſweet Spring with chilling rain, 
Apollo ſmiling o'er the land, 
Bids varied bloſſoms deck the plain. 


Great Prieſteſs to the God, 


So grateful accents hail this day, 

When Taſte, all graceful, chas'd away 

That gloom which ſtop'd fair Fancy's play. 
 CrHorus, great Priefieſs. < 


Thy votive train may now increaſe, 


While freſher wreaths thy altars grace, 


And all our notes are Love and Peace, 


The curtain drops. 
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| Mr. JERNINGHAM $ interlude of MAROARET of AN- 
| jou, a FRENCH Comgpy and an ITALIAN Pas- 
TORAL followed, when the God of Taſte deſcending 


from the clouds a ſecond time, diſpoſes of three 
wreaths of laurel, ſaying, 


From me is due the promis'd laurel crown, 

To three great nations, not to one alone : | 
As here fair Science offers Taſte a home, 

Let Britons ne'er for Taſte from England roam. 
For this lov'd iſle I quit my native ſky, 


And catch new fire, from Britiſh beauties eye. 


FINS 


1 


Now thy graceful ſports reviving 
With each bright revolving ſun, 
Ev'ry human heart delighting, 
Pleaſure has thy reign begun, 


Bring us roſes, wake the lyre; 
Of love, of ſports, O let it breathe ! 
May Apollo's ſacred fire | 


Flow in ev'ry myrtle wreathe, 


Now, &c. 
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